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lace, with a lot of household gods are in the trunk.
The dress is at the bottom.
I wonder if ' Mr. P.' has forgotten me ? I often
think of his nice brown eyes. Do you remember how
Reginald played with him at Manchester ?
I am not sure which Mr. Power you mean. Is he
' M-----,' and very good-looking and a friend of
Violet's ?
I am now going to lapse into verse ! I want you to
criticise. Tell me something about metre and what
to aim at. I am quite humble and I know I'm not a
poet, but I do love trying.
High waJls hang round on every side
A cage of cruel red,
The sickly grass is bleached and dried,
As brick the flower bed.
The fierce rays of the sun down beat,
The burning flagstones scorch our feet,
As in the noonday's blighting heat
We walk with weary tread.
Upon our cheeks a blessed breeze,
And in our weary ears
The rustling talk of happy trees
Glad that refreshment nears,
A softly soothing, gentle drip,
Wee drops for grass and flowers to sip,
God's chalice for the moth's grey lip
Or angels' happy tears.
Of course, I know it's only jingle !
I loved the metre of the dedication you read me out.
Trying to do a thing oneself makes one appreciate any-
thing good much more. Write me a verse or two in
your next letter and tell me how to get to work!
Don't teU me to wait till I am blest by the ' gift' i